Of course there had to be some explanation of this 173
sudden writing activity. He was afraid they would take
his papers away, so he told the guards that he wanted to
write a formal complaint about his arrest and also about
his solitary confinement. He had learned from a German
general, commander at the Wesel prison, that complete
isolation of prisoners was contrary to the Prussian law,
except in two cases, neither of which applied here. In a
way, his solitary confinement might be taken as a com-
pliment, suggesting how great his influence was through-
out Poland, how powerful he was against German plans.
He asked for a large stock of paper, saying he would
probably have to do a number of drafts in Polish before
he transferred his complaints to a language he knew im-
perfectly. Thus he obtained plenty of writing material
and had an excuse for sitting a long time at his table,
pen in hand. He had to think about economizing paper,
and when six or seven years later he was getting his
manuscript ready for the publisher, he noticed how the
need for saving paper had made him economize words
too. His writing was always extremely legible, even in a
letter where he mentions that he is writing late at night,
or when very tired. But these war memoirs were written
in very small characters, hard to read. The style too is
cramped—he skimped on words.
Those months in Magdeburg were a period of reflec-
tion and introspection. He thought a great deal. He
suffered a great deal. It was not only papers he thought
they might take.
"While I was a prisoner in Magdeburg, the hangman stood
always behind me. I was never sure of my life. I was shut
in as in the grave, completely cut off from the whole world.
I often thought of dear things, as of a kiss with which a
man goes to his grave."
And in another connection he said, "Often there in Mag-
deburg I thought of Wilno and longed for Wilno. A dear
town."

